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The land they found was full of streams and woods, A pleasant forest land, and for that vines Grew thick from every little tree and knoll, They called it Vinland in the wild Norse rhyme They made and sang.   You yet may read the runes.
The men who found it were in number small. They brought no women with them, and the cold, Dark Arctic winter blew and closed the path Behind them with a chain of mountain ice, So built they huts and spent the winter there, In Yinland.   The wide champaign round was filled With savages, the red men, tall and strong, Yet taller, stronger, fiercer were the Norse, They saw the women comely, and they took What pleased them, as their wild Norse manner
was.
The summer came, but they had formed new ties* Their wives were pregnant, and their boats were old And rotting, and the road to Norway long. So stayed they all that summer.   Winter came* The  months   grew   into   years.   Their   children
laughed
And played about them, while the memory Of their far home grew dim*   Their wives were
good
And true*   The land was rich and full of deer, And bears to hunt, and human foes to slay* Fair women, wine and wassail, war and hunt, What   wished   they   more ?   What   more   could
Norway give ?